Unexpected 




Being a part of a loose Christian association like IAM Group Limited which raises money 
for charity is a big opportunity. You tend to explore, to experience and to acknowledge 
some things that you were not able to realize before. You meet strangers which become 
you everlasting friends, you find yourself in a situation which involves a lot of trauma, a 
lot of drama, a lot of lessons and may sometimes have unexpected twist. You not only 
just give; you also get something in return. 

My name is Erika Yamachi. Judging by the sound of it, you might already have guessed 
that I am Japanese, well, my blood is. I am technically an American citizen since I was 
born and grew up in Fairfax, Virginia. Both of my parents, though, are migrants from 
Yokohama, Japan. 

Even though my parents are already considered American citizens since they have their 
green card, Japanese blood and culture are still being respected and acknowledged in 
our family, especially those which greatly involves emotional sentiments. 

You see, when the rift between Korea and Japan didn't end until diplomatic negotiation 
was agreed upon, my grandfather was one of the correspondents sent to Korea to get 
their opinion on things. That was on 1963. However, my grandfather was killed there 
forcing all of his paternal responsibilities to my dad who was 8 years old at that time. 
He never had any complaints but the hostility towards anyone from that nationality 
started. 



I was in IAM Group Ltd. already for three years when our Korean neighbours moved in. 
They are a couple with a 10 year old son and, in my opinion; they were very nice 
although, of course, my father didn't think so. Because of the grim fact, my mom, my 
brother and I remain aloof to the unknowing neighbours who would sometimes smile 
and wave at us. 

A few months later, I learned that the wife also volunteered to IAM. There are a lot of 
us in our community so she might have heard it from another member and decided to 
enlist. Of course, I didn't tell my dad and I avoided her as much as possible. 

When my father was diagnosed with cancer and we were almost broke, many people 
pitched in. But there will always be an envelope in our mailbox without anything written 
on it which would always have a hundred bucks inside. We asked everywhere who the 
donor might be but since no one dared claimed it, we assumed it was from an 
anonymous IAM volunteer. 

One day near Christmas when my father had just gone home from the chemotherapy, a 
box was dropped off of our porch with a note that reads, "We were thinking of giving 
this to IAM but decided to directly give it to you instead. Merry Christmas ". When we 
opened the box to see what's inside and where it was from, envelopes like the ones left 
in our mailbox every month were put there with a rosary and a Bible. 

A neighbour was just passing and my mom asked him if he might know who dropped 
the present. He answered it was from the Kims, our Korean neighbours. 



